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w h at i f  no poem a t  a l l  com es  i f  a l l  t h a t ' s  e v e r  gon na come i s  
a phone c a l l  a k n ock  a t  t h e  d oo r
i t ' s  a dumb q u e s t io n  i  r a t h e r  n o t  h e a r  i t
w e 'v e  a l l  g o t  i t  com in g
5 y e a r s  & morei t ' l l  ta k e  a poem p lu s
l i k e  d ead  jimmy n e w e l l  
an IQ 140 p lu s
t o  b e a t  t h a t  rap
a n o th e r  k n ock  a t  t h e  d o o r  ( i 'm  n o t  m ak ing  t h i s  up) 
i  m u sta  ch a n g ed  my m ind b e c o z  i  a n s e r d  i t  
w h o ev er  i t  was was a lr e a d y  go n e
i t  seem s t o  h av b een  a s u c c e s s f u l  m an eu ver n o t  a n s e r in gt h e  p h on e /  n ob od y c a l l d
n ob od y b u t d ead  jimmy n e w e l l
—  r b t  h ead  15 au g 67
New O r le a n s ,  L a .
A L ady , E n t e r in g
(fro m  VOICES)
What t h e  h e l l  
' s  t h e  m a tte r  
w it h  y o u ,
m i s t e r .
D o n 't  you  know 
when a la d y
e n t e r s  t h e  room , 
a g e n t le m a n  
' s  a lw a y s
s t a n d s  u p .
The H u n te r , M eg ler  F e r r y
(fro m  VOICES)
L ik e  I a lw a y s  
s a y ,  a man 
d e s e r v e s  j u s t
on e g o od  woman 
and on e good  
d og  in  a l i f e -
t  im e , and I ' ve  
a lr e a d y  had  
tw o good  d o g s .
—  W ill ia m  R. S la u g h t e r  
L a k e la n d , F lo r id a
18
